NO     MORE     PEACE

JACOB. Oh, why didn't you save yourself just
now ? Why must we both die ?

RACHEL. Somewhere there must be peace. If
not, how could we dream of it ? Death is not a
lie, Jacob.

JACOB.   Rachel!

(NOAH approaches.}

NOAH.   It's all right.   It's only me.

RACHEL.   Have you been arrested, too ?

NOAH.   Not by them.

RACHEL.   Who by then ?

NOAH. Well, I arrested myself, as you might
say. You see, Miss, I ought to be at the front
but I didn't want to go. So I hid myself in the
cornfields because it was safe there, you see, and
warm. Then the fools burnt the cornfields.
Well, what could I do ? What's the safest place
in a war ? Prison, of course. So I just locked
myself up. I am only an old fool. . . . And
you two are going to be shot, are you ?

RACHEL.   Yes, Noah.

NOAH. Ah, death comes early enough without
you looking for it. Well, well. They won't keep
you here long. They'll take you to the con-
demned cell. A bad name for a nice warm cell.
And from the condemned cell the passage leads to
. . . Sshh ! Someone's coming.

(Hides himself.   WARDER enters.)

WARDER.   Jacob !   Rachel!   You are to be
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